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the next interview, ho thought the Princess lovelier than ever;
his looks languished towards her, and her slender form enchanted
his eye, and her light soft gait was like the gait of a goddess,
though she actually moved the one foot past the other, in mortal.
wise, and did not, in the style of goddesses, come hovering along.
the variegated sand-walk with unbent limbs. " Bostangi," said
she, with melodious voice, "hast thou spoken to the Iman?"
The Count was silent for a moment; he cast down his beaming-
eyes, laid his hand submissively on his breast, and sank on his
knee before her. In this humble attitude, he answered resolutely:
" Exalted daughter of the Sultan ! my life is at thy nod, but not
my faitn. The former I will joyfully offer up to thee; but leave
me the latter, which is so interwoven with my soul, that only
death can part them." From this, it was apparent to the Princess
that her fine enterprise was verging towards shipwreck; where-
fore she adopted a heroical expedient, undoubtedly of far more'
certain effect than our animal magnetism, with all its renowned
virtues: she unveiled her face. There stood she, in the full
radiance of beauty, like the Sun when he first raised his head
from Chaos to hurl his rays over the gloomy Earth. Soft blushes
overspread her cheeks, and higher purple glowed upon her lips;
two beautifully-curved arches, on which love was sporting like
the many-coloured Iris on the rainbow, shaded her spirit-speak-
ing eyes; and two golden tresses kissed each other on her lily
breast. The Count was astonished and speechless; the Princess
addressed him, and said:

"See, Bostangi, whether this form pleases thy eyes, and
whether it deserves the sacrifice which I require of thee."

" It is the form of an Angel," answered he, with looks of the
highest rapture, " and deserves to shine, encircled with a glory,
in the courts of the Christian Heaven, compared with which, the
delights of the Prophet's Paradise are empty shadows."

These words, spoken with warmth and visible conviction,
found free entrance into the open heart of the Princess: espe-
cially, the glory, it appeared to her, must be a sort of head-dress
that would sit not ill upon the face. Her quick fancy fastened on
this idea, which she asked to have explained; and the Count with
all eagerness embraced this opportunity of painting the Christian
Heaven to her as charming as he possibly could; he chose the
loveliest images his mind would suggest; and spoke with as much
confidence as if he had descended directly from the place on a